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noon like this. May I have some matches? I'll make tea
for you."
She stretched out her hand for the box and insisted
upon lighting the fire herself. Nor would she allow Rams-
dell to order their servant to bring up tea. "I know you
have stores of things in that cupboard," she said. "Let's
make it ourselves. I'm hungry. I walked through the rain
and came in soaked. When I was changed I couldn't face
tea with mother and Sophie. ... So I came here."
After her first swerve of uncertainty in their presence,
an uncertainty that had set her tongue racing and given
an abruptness to all her movement, she began to speak
more steadily, but with an air of feeling her way towards
their confidence. An intuition warned her that the barrier
she had encountered was one that she could not carry by
assault, and, as though by some magic she could transform
herself, she withdrew the challenge of her loveliness and
became quiet and still. Lewis had never before seen her in
this mood except when she had been alone with him. It
is as if she had lowered a veil over her face, he thought.
When Ramsdell began to chatter to her as he always
chattered to pretty women, ingeniously seeking for chances
to amuse and please her, she with a calm grace passed
through his flatteries and drew him little by little into
friendliness and ease. Soon he and Lewis were back in
their chairs beside the fireplace. She was on the rug be-
tween them, the yellow dance of early flames upon her,
talking and listening with so final an abandonment of
feminine privilege that Ramsdell was tempted to admit
her to the dialogue that she had interrupted. "Shall I tell
you what our conspiracy was?" he asked.
"Yes," said Julie.
There was a note in her voice that caused Lewis to
exclaim: "That's what you've been playing for, Julie,
isn't it, ever since you came?"
"Playing for? For what?"
"The key to the 'conspiracy/ the 'deep secret/ "
"Why do you say that I have been playing for it? I have
been playing for nothing/'

